Opening Scene from " Amphitryon "
I have kissed flame and held these hands in fire;
These hands have taken the scourge, that is for slaves,
To beat my body.    Hear then all my curse.
Neither the blade of sharp-projecting flint
Nor wind nor rain nor burning tongue of flame
Nor knotted scourge can leave a mark on me.
These lips are no less red since they were kissed
By glowing coal; these hands are yet untorn.
Such is my fate, with flesh insensible
To suffer from a mind which has no love
And no distraction    Have it as you will,
I am a shipwreck far on lonely seas
With neither oars aboard, nor land in sight,
Nor mast, nor mast for fluttering rags of sail.
FIRST ASTROLOGER
When you have seen the solemn moon in tears With long green tresses dipped in a purple sea, And noted in each tear a breaking heart, A lump of salty crystal, then your dreams Will give you counsel which we cannot give
SECOND ASTROLOGER
We are empowered to tell you what has been And what shall be, but this created image Of your own thought eludes our groping hand.
THIRD ASTROLOGER Soon he shall come to you !
That stung your heart ?
ALCMENA
O wailing winds, scatter these words away As chaff unfruitful to unfruitful soil